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saw the King, who sank upon a couch, speechless
and fascinated, under the spell of her beauty. Then
Rasakdsha came forward and stood before her, and
began again:

Lady, once upon a time a young and handsome
bee, that had till then grown up at home and been
fed by his parents, set out for the first time in his
life on an expedition to fetch flower-nectar for the
purpose of making honey. And attracted by its
fragrance he flew to a red lotus, growing on a pool
in the forest, and was about to drain her of her
sweetness. But the lotus closed her flower, and
would not let him enter, saying: O bee, you come
here, after the manner of your caste, insolently push-
ing into me, and seeking to rob me of my nectar,
expecting to get all for nothing. Learn that you
must buy my nectar of me. Then the bee buzzed
and said: What shall I give you for it ? What is
there that you can want ? Is it not enough for you
lo blow and bloom on this pool, scenting the air ?
Then the lotus said: There is still something want-
ing. Out upon you, foolish bee! You, a bee, not
to know what I want! Go away, and find out, and
then come back to me, if you want any of my
nectar.

Then the bee buzzed violently in anger, and flew